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at that moment from kitchen to study with the tea-tray in her
hands.
Only partially turning her head, she said quite quietly over
her shoulder: "Oh, there you are! I was just ready for you.
Come in, Wizzie dear! I hoped he'd manage to get you. Isn't
Thuella coming?"
The familiar presence of his wife, the familiar look of the
tea-tray, perhaps even—Heaven knows!—the piled-up ped-
estal of familiar books on which rested the head, seemed to
bring the man back to his normal state.
Wizzie was the victim of such a whirl of indescribable relief
mixed with proud anger, that she began to feel sick in her
stomach. Both relief and anger must have appeared in the look
she gave the man when their eyes met, for he removed his with
an almost hang-dog expression. They all sat down at once round
the table and like a child who turns from his nurse to his mother
Enoch felt for his wife's hand and when he got hold of it, held
it so tightly that the woman had to make a sign to the girl to
pour out the tea.
"But you're ill," she gasped as soon as she saw Wizzie's face
more clearly. "You're white as a sheet!"
"Don't tease her. She'll soon be all right," grumbled the
master of the house. "Drink your tea, child!"
Wizzie obeyed, and her colour slowly came back; but in a
minute or two—though she saw that he was eating and drink-
ing greedily—she had to beg Nance to let her go out for a second;
and she had hardly shut herself into their lavatory than she was
violently sick.
After that she felt better, though she vomited nothing but a
little chocolate-coloured fluid; and on returning, though she
refused to eat anything or to smoke a cigarette, she drank several
cups of strong tea.
"/'// have a cigarette, my chuck!" murmured Enoch to his
wife the instant he'd finished. He pushed away his cup and
plate then, but though he lit his cigarette there was something
unnatural about the manner in which he leant his arms on the
table and bowed his head over them. He was like a man who
began to be overpowered by some secret drug that nobody had
seen him take.
Wizzie thought she could detect—though the woman's spec-
tacles always made it hard to catch the niceties of her expression

